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one 


Disclaimer: | don't know them, | made it all up. 


Notes: Sequel to Broken Silence, from Sean's POV. 
we 

Rolling stomach? 

Yeah. 

Heartburn from hell? 

Uh-huh. 

Dizzy? 


Pounding, screaming, ears-bleeding headache? 


Check. 

| do believe I'm hungover. Again. | crack my eyelids and breathe a sigh of relief when | see my bedroom. | sure 
as fuck don't know how | got here, though. An arm snakes around my waist, warm body presses close to my 
naked back and | groan. Fuck, | don't feel like herding some stranger that | don't even remember fucking out of 
my house. 

My stomach lurches and | push myself out of bed, stumbling for the bathroom. | hit my knees on the cold, 
hard tile, wincing with pain even as | puke. It's over quickly, at least, and | feel better, purged, as | flush the 
toilet. 

"Feel better?" 

Oh, Christ. 

Motherfucker. 


| shove my hair back and blink blearily at Mike. He's standing in the doorway, a glass of water in one hand and 
a bottle of aspirin in the other. 


"Not a stranger," | whisper, and he flinches a little. 
"Nope 

"Called you to come get me." 

"Yeah." 

"Can | have that aspirin now?" 


Laughing a little, he walks over and hands me the aspirin and water before hopping up on the counter. "Sean, 


you look like hell” 


| take three aspirin and sit the bottle and empty glass on the floor beside me, then slump back against the 


wall, my eyes closing, "Good to know I look like | feel” 

He sighs and jumps down, comes to sit beside me. "I don't know why you do this to yourself" 
"Makes two of us" 

OE 


"Why do you even come when | call?" | ask, staring at a fresh scrape on the heel of my hand. No idea where 


that came from, either. 


His fingers close over my wrist, rubbing it tenderly. "I love you, Sean, and | can't fucking stand the thought of 
you drunk and lost. | really can't fucking stand the thought of you going home with someone else.’ 


"IFs not like | fuck around all the time," | mutter, feeling a flush of guilt spread up my neck and across my 
face. "And it's not like we're still together anyway.’ 


"Yes, Sean, you made it really plain that | wasn't worth your time in bed anyway when you kicked me out," he 
says, the bitterness lacing his words so sharp that | wince. 


"| didn't say that," | hedge, but he cuts me off. 


"No, Sean. You threw a fucking ashtray at my head and told me that one cock was pretty much the same as 


another." 
Fuck. | did say that, didn't |? "Mike, | didn't mean--" 


"You never do," he says, his eyes again on my wrist, his head tilted forward so that the long fall of his hair 
hides his face, hides his eyes from me. "You never mean the goddamn throwaway comments that tear people 


up. 
And y'know, there's really not a fucking thing that | can say to that. | don't mean them. | didn't mean to drive 
Layne away, or Jerry, and | sure as fuck didn't mean to drive Mike away. | hurt everyone close to me. | guess 


it's just easier if | get it out of the way. 


"l'm sorry," | whisper, and | want to move so bad. | want to lean closer, to put my head on his shoulder and 


lose myself in the scent of his hair, the sleepy-warm smell of him. 
And | can't do it. 
| close my eyes, lean my head back against the wall, and wait for him to get up. 


To walk out. 


| hear him shifting and then he's kneeling between my thighs, his arms wrapping around the small of my back, 
pulling me to him and he smells just like | remember. "Mike--" 


"Shut up before you fuck this up, Sean," he murmurs, but the words are gentle. 
"Are you staying, Mike?" I'm so damn tired. 


"Let's go back to bed, Sean. It's only six, and we can talk later, okay?" 


| let him pull me to my feet and follow him through the door like a child, let him pull back the covers and help 
me into bed. But | don't close my eyes until | feel the heated press of him behind me, his chest to my back, 
his breath a warm caress on my shoulder. 

"Sleep." 


~ Ke 


Dark again, blackness pressing against the windows and crowding in the corners. | rub my eyes, trying to focus 


on the clock, my mind not working yet. 

3:26. 

In the morning? Did | sleep that long? 

What the fuck? 

| reach for the lamp, click it on to drive some of the shadows back. | have that muzzy-headedness that comes 
from sleeping at fucked up times, waking when you're not used to it. And there was something, wasn't there? 
Something | was excited about when | went to sleep. 


Mike. 


| sit up, the sheets pooling around my hips, but he's not here. The other side of the bed is a rumpled mess, 
and that's good, because it means | didn't dream it, that he really was here. 


"Mike?" | call out rustily, pushing the blankets back and climbing out of bed. | grab a pair of sweatpants from 
the floor and pull them on, stumbling a little as | head for the bedroom door. 


| can see the glow of a light from downstairs and | breathe a sigh of relief. He's here, he didn't just leave. 


Yeah, | haven't seen him yet, but | can feel him. He's somewhere, waiting for me. 

| find him in the small den at the back of the house, curled on the couch, his legs pulled to his chest in that 
way that he has, that way that no grown man should be able to twist himself into. There's a bowl of popcorn 
balanced on his lap and some movie on the TV. something full of screaming and swearing. 


| love that he has this thing for cheesy horror. 


| feel kind of like an idiot, just standing here in the hallway watching him, but he might leave when he finds out 
l'm up and okay. It might be the last chance | have to just watch him when he doesn't know | am, when he-- 


"Are you gonna stand out there til the sun's up or are you coming in here?" he asks, not even glancing at me. 


Figures. 


| slip into the room and he sets the bowl on the table, finally looking up at me. His smile is welcoming, warm, 
everything that | thought I'd never see from him again. Everything | don't deserve and everything | want. | 
settle on the couch next to him and he opens his arms, pulling me to his body and wrapping his arms around 


my shoulders. 

I've spent so many nights like this, on the couch with Mike wrapped around me, but | didn't realize how much | 
fucking missed them until right now, until this second with him warm and breathing behind me. He presses his 
lips to the top of my head, a bare glance but | felt it like he burned me. 


"Sean- m 


"If you're gonna leave, | don't blame you, but | can't hear it from you, Mike. Okay? Just. just let me act like it's 


a year ago and you're gonna stay, okay?" 


His hands slide lower, over the bare skin of my stomach, finally coming to rest over my navel. "lim not 


leaving," he murmurs. 
"Staying?" | ask, twisting my head to him. 


He presses his lips to mine, long and lingering, then pulls away and nods his head. "lm staying. But.it's not going 
to be like it was, Sean" 


"Nlo--" 


"Let me talk for a minute, okay? We're going to have to do more of that, y'know. And I'm not pulling shit out 
of you anymore. You have to tell me when something's on your mind without me having to go after it with a 


fucking crowbar, man. And if you ever fucking throw anything at me again--" 


| kiss him again, teasing at the seam of his lips with my tongue. So soft, and then he opens for me, the tip of 
his tongue flickering out against mine. He pulls back and murmurs something, my name maybe, and then he's 
pressing forward again, his tongue in my mouth as his hands skim back up my body, just his fingertips 
brushing my skin 


| pull myself over until I'm crouched between his thighs and there's nothing but the smell of him, the taste of 
him, my hands sinking into the heavy weight of his hair. He arches against me, pressing his hips fully to mine 
so that | can feel him, can feel that he's hard. 


"I didn't think you were ever going to fucking wake up," he growls, pulling away and holding my eyes with his. 


"You could've gotten me up." My fingers are busy with the button of his jeans, working it through the loop, 


but my hands are shaking so much that he finally laughs a little and does it himself. 
"You needed rest," he says, spreading his jeans open. "I was fine with waiting for you." 


| duck my head, dragging my tongue down the warm skin of his chest and nipping at his stomach, grinning when 


the muscles there flutter. "I'm worth waiting for," | tease. 


His hands find my hair, clenching there, pressing me lower. "No argument here. I've been waiting for damn near 


a year." 


That stops me, freezes me with my hands clenched around the sharpness of his hips. | drop my head to his 
thigh and sigh, rubbing my cheek along the worn denim. "Mike, I--" 


‘Its okay, Sean. You've said it and you meant it and | don't need it again, okay?" His hands are gentle in my hair, 
tangling the curls. "Just don't forget, okay?" 


| tilt my head and kiss his stomach again, running the tip of my tongue along the rim of his navel and he 


squirms, his low hoarse laugh trailing shivers along my spine. "Tickle?" 


"Just a litle," he says, his fingers going to my shoulders and squeezing. "Uh, you planning on using that tongue 


lower anytime soon?" 


Smirking, | run my tongue lower, along the slight concavity of his abdomen, under the waistband of his boxers. 


"Closer?" 

His laugh is shaky, the hands on my shoulders tightening. "Yeah, that's better." 

| shift my weight to sprawl between his thighs as he settles back, one leg propped against the back of the 
couch, the other foot planted on the floor. Sliding my shoulders against the backs of his thighs, | drag my 
tongue over the bulge of his cock, mouthing it until he's thrusting against me. 


"Would you just--" 


"And here | was, thinking you were patient," | say, moving to the skin of his inner thigh, licking along the hollow 


there. "You said you were." 

"| lied" 

His hands clench on my shoulders, pulling me, dragging me up his body until he can find my mouth with his. His 
tongue slips into my mouth, teasing and licking as his hands run down into my sweatpants, gripping my ass and 


pulling me hard against him. 


"Get those off," he pants out before kissing me again, hard and desperate. 


Propping myself up with one hand, | reach down and help him push, kicking until pants and boxers are on the 


floor. "Better?" 


His hand wraps around me, pumping me between our bodies and all! can do is thrust against him, burying my 


face against his neck, the harsh sounds of our breathing and his hand on me all | can hear. 


"Better." He pulls me down fully on him then his hand finds mine, guides it down to the fullness of his cock. | 
press the heel of my hand against it, rocking back and forth and he gasps, his fist speeding up around me. 
"And thats better, too," he pants out, his head arching back, giving me the clean line of his throat. 


| bend to it, nipping at the skin covering his collarbones before licking a line up to his jaw. | catch his earlobe in 
my teeth and tug at it, smiling a little when he curses under his breath, his hips pushing harder against mine. 


He works one of his thighs between mine and begins thrusting against it, humping himself onto my leg. | can't 
help but cry out, its all heat and wanting him. He bites at my throat, hard, as his hand on me twists, gripping 
harder, working me until I'm whimpering, gasping out his name, begging him to finish it. 

"Come on, Sean," he finally growls out, his voice nearly gone, rough and hoarse and | can feel my body going 
tight. He grips me, hard, his fist flexing and that does it, pulls me over and my vision goes, starbursts of color 
exploding behind my closed eyelids. He keeps stroking me as | shudder and groan, doesn't slow until | finally push 
his hand away, trembling. 

"Good?" he asks, his own breathing harsh, heavy as he arches against me, trying to get my hand going again 
"Y-yeah." | gently pull away from him and slide down on the couch until l'm on level with his hips. He props 
himself up on his elbows, shoving his tangled hair out of his face. He's always liked to do this, to watch me 
suck him off and | smile at him. 

"Please, Sean," he murmurs, his face tight and sharp with want. 

"This?" | ask softly, dragging my tongue up his shaft, licking across the head. 

His fingers dig into the sofa cushions, breath hissing in through his clenched teeth. "More." 

| wet the first two fingers of my right hand and tease around his entrance, sliding them just inside. "That?" 
"Yes, Sean, please," he says, his tongue slipping out and licking over his lips. 

| slide my mouth all the way down on him as | slip one finger further in, stretching him slowly, the rhythm 
matching the easy movement of my mouth sliding up and down him. He controls himself until | work the second 


finger inside, speeding my mouth and my thrusts until he breaks, begging hoarsely as his fingers twist 


themselves in my hair. 


| use my tongue to press against the head of his cock before | speed up again, losing my rhythm as he gets 
closer, his hips arching wildly to meet my mouth and work against my fingers. | tease just a little longer 
before altering the thrust of my fingers, pressing hard against his prostate and hollowing my cheeks, sucking 
hard. 


He screams out and the warmth of him fills my mouth, flooding as | swallow him. | stay with him, gentling my 
movements as his body begins to untense, then shudder. "C'mere, Sean," he whispers and | crawl back up, kiss 


him softly. 


"Back to bed?" | ask and he smiles, the smile that fucking got me the first time | saw it. Easy and brilliant, it 
lights his face from the inside out. 


"Yeah, thats good, Sean" 


-End 


